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Gods Portrait
Charles M. Anderson

Robinson CC

Yellow and orange ignite,
incinerating heights,
flames of fire glowing
that lighten up the night.
Rocks forming in
the lava flow,
trees growing in
the mist,
sun shinning from the
heavens to give each
one a kiss,
Illuminating power
with every color anew,
fields of green grass,
covered with the
skies of blue,
Breath that flows,
souls that rose,
color of life caught
in a pose,
Canvas still wet,
picture complete,
framed in a circle
where we all
rest our feet!



NOVEMBER 8 2008
3

 Poetry from within
the
Walls

Influence
Jaime J.

CCJTDC, 5H

My influences in my life was never
family.
it was the streets where thugs
surrounded me.
I grew up fast, thinking my life would
never last.
Seeing hypes suck on that glass,
because I wanted the street just to act
an ass,
treating women like trash.
Just to blast or ride in a flashy car,
with the girls on the corner,
you know.
We were trying to see if they going to
go,
so we all can blow dro,
and have sex before you go.
My influences were so very slow.
I wish I could start over with
influences I never got to know.

Doing Time
by Miguel Brito

Menard CC

Is it such a bad time?
I think it’s what you make it,
you’re the one who did the crime
so now you have to take it!
It could be better, it could be
worse,
but didn’t you know you are not the
first.

There’s many people in your shoes,
only because that’s what they
choose.
They say it’s no place for you to
be,
this already I do see,
they take your clothes, and try to
take your pride,
then they take you for a one way
ride.

They treat you like kids and
expect you to cower,
all the while standing with guns in
the tower!
The game gets changed more than
not,
because if it was up to them they’d
let us rot.

So what I’m saying is do not come,
because in here there is no fun,
like being in a cave never seeing
the sun!



MA K I N G C H O I C E S
4

My life
by Jorge Hernandez

Western C.C.

I was raised to show no
fear,
I seen the block break
down tears.
I have risked so much in
life
that it has crumbled for
being vicious.
My mind still struggling
through this battle,
but I still duck and stand
like a warrior trying to be
victorious.
My thoughts deep inside
see evil creeping up on me,
my nightmares still chase
me like a night owl bringing
the old to me.
My world is universal
surrounded by love, hate,

desire and deceitful ways.
I’m astonished that  I could
be full of life and conscious
one moment,
the next moment nothing at
all.
Life could be cruel if you let
it be;
don’t let it condemn you like
it did most of us who have
put our life in the streets.
Too bad we can’t rewrite our
own history.
Imminent to what the future
will bring,
broken hearted by the beast
I release.

No purpose
by Darius M.
CCJTDC, 5H

I stand alone without cause
or purpose
I feel as someone who is
without faith,
so I am hopeless.
Destined to be nothing, I
have no
profound meaning so I am
worthless.
I wander through life to
ask myself,
“what does God want me to
do?” but no reply.
Does God hear my painful
and sorrowful cry?
Or does he ignore my
prayers
because he is angry and
doesn’t love me?
But if he truly loves me,
then why hasn’t he come to
save me?

Hope
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What I
thought was
life

Demetria R.
CCJTDC

Doing time in jail
two long months of hell
in between the walls
nothing to do no one to call,
the drugs brought me here.
Cause when I popped that
pill I didn’t have no fear.
Getting high by hours
rolling blunts by the minute
Mz. Pooh thought she
was straight in it
posted on the nine
gun on my spine
now I am in here doing time.
I didn’t know living my
life was a crime
smoking weed selling it doing
what I needed to get by
popping pills, shooting glocks,
selling rocks that was my life
till the blue and whites
made that stop
I had a boy friend so
many n****s
16 and one of the biggest
drug dealer
shooting n****s, for serving
on my block
every 30 min I had to recop
once again that was my life
Till the cops made that stop
I called my P.O. a “B”
cause she gave me a drop
now I gotta make a decision
am I gonna stop?
Now I am in here living
the life of a juvie
The boys up stairs trying

to do me
I am ready to leave
I ain’t gonna do it no more
but its not that easy
probably end up in rehab
cause the drugs coming
threw my pores
but yet I feel like I
am not done
cause the life of a
drug dealer or a
bad ass is what they call it
Is the only life I know
know every new weed
seen every kind of gun
the stuff wasn’t fun it was
just the life I run.

Freedom
Patrick D. Davis

Hill CC

I can’t wait till I’m free,
maybe then they’ll let me be,
I’d come and go as I please.
Lift my burden,
with such ease,
I’d do the things I
I long to see.
I can’t wait to see you again,
just to tell you how I’ve
been,
I can’t wait to celebrate
my brand new life without
the state.
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Lost behind
the walls

Shawn Thigpen
CCJ- ABO

3 years behind these walls
and
God has blessed me with the
love
and support of my mother.
In June 2008 I found out
that cancer
was invading my mother’s
body.
Through the next couple of
months
she had started taking chemo
treatments
and things seemed to be
getting better.
I went to God in prayer
many nights
asking for a miracle in my
mothers life.
I talked to her on the phone
all the time
and she would tell me that
she would be

weak at times and running
fevers.
But she would always end our
conversations
by telling me, Shawn, I love
you- and don’t
worry yourself because the
Good Lord ain’t
ready for your momma just
yet!
Unknown to me that that
would be the last time
that I would ever hear my
mother’s voice,
I told her I loved her and
hung up the phone.
I got a visit the other day
from my brother and his wife.
I was very happy to see them,
but the looks on their faces
held a story yet untold!
My brother looked me in my
eyes and said
that he had something
important to tell me,
and these are his exact words
of a story untold:
Shawn, the other day mom was

complaining that
her throat was hurting and
she was running a fever of
102.
She hadn’t eating nothing in
two days!
Everybody told her to take
herself to the ER but
she said she would be alright.
Later that same night she
was in more discomfort
so she went on ahead to the
ER.
The doctor checked her out
and found out
that the cancer had spread
to her spinal cord
near the back of her neck.
The doctor called the family
and told us
we needed to get down there
cause mom wasn’t looking too
good.
When we got down there we
all stayed by her side and
things
were looking a little better
and she looked as
if she would be okay in a
couple days or so.
The next day we noticed she
started staring
around at things and not
talking.
She acted like she didn’t
know who anyone
of us was or where she was
at.
She would come out of her
trance minutes
at a time and talk to us and
know who we were.
At one point when she came
out of her
trance and was in her right
mind
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I asked everyone to leave the
room
and I witnessed to mom and
she accepted
Jesus Christ into her life!
Minutes later she didn’t know
who I was!
Two days later they took her
to get a cat-scan
done and while they were
doing it
her heart stopped-but they
brought her back to life.
What they found out is that
the cancer is attacking
her brain cells causing much
pain and discomfort to
her and that’s why she’s not in
her right mind.
They have mom in a drug
induced state and the
doctors say she has less than
a week to live.
The next time her heart stops
we’ve all
agreed to let her go in peace!
I never once shed a tear
behind these walls but
as my brother told me this
tears
ran down my face like never
before.
Never once have I felt pain
and hurt like this before!
Now I sit and wait for the
Lord to take my mother home,
because I know it’s only a
matter of time.
SO if you have a mother,
father, sister, brother, or
friend that you’re not in good
relations with—
you need to put away your
pride and take
the first step to make things
right- because you

never know who God is going
to call home next!

My mother passed away the
next day after my visit
At 12:50 am Thursday
September 18th 2008

Mental Chain
Charles M. Anderson

Robinson CC

Stop! it’s just manipulation
controlling the words that
you speak,
weak describes the condition
material visions leaves your
mind in defeat!
I’ve been in that maze,
caught in a cage
of physical haze and
delusions,
just stuck in that daze,
intoxicated rage and given
myself confusion,
But I was tired of that pain,
the mental chain of being
lost in confusion,
so I stopped there to show
that I cared and gave
myself resolution!
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Doing Time
Patrick D. Davis

Hill CC

It is such a time;
I think it’s what
you make it,
You’re the one who
did the crime
SO now you have
to take it,
it could be worse,
but don’t
You know you’re
not the first,
there’s many people
in your Shoes,
only because that’s what
they choose,
they say it no Place to be,
this already,
I really do see,
they take your clothes,
They take your pride,
then they take you for
a one way ride,
They treat you like kids,
and expect you to cover,

All the while standing
with guns in a tower,
the game gets Changed,
more than not,
because if it were up to
them,
they’d Let you rot,
So what I’m saying,
is do not come,
because in here,
There is no Fun!

Five Senses
of Isolation

Charles M. Anderson
Robinson CC

I’ve touched steel bars
and concrete bricks,
slept in steel beds that
made me sick,
touched stainless steel
mirrors and concrete floors,
all the while behind

touched steel doors
I’ve tasted salted tears
of all my regrets,
left a taste in my
mouth I’ll never forget,
felt with the pain
and all of my fears,
still tasting tears after
all of these years
I’ve smelled funky aroma
from sweated out clothes,
atmosphere filled with
drying old souls,
breathe so strong nose
couldn’t hold,
but I still had to inhale,
locked In a cell,
another man’s #?”
straight up my nose,
I’ve heard screaming
in the night,
yelling in the day,
Lord please make all
the pain go away.
I hear the same old stories
more then twice,
I ain’t never coming back
to this life,
I see confused men
of every age,
so much talent that
could get paid,
some trying to change,
some stay the same,
I see others who still
think life is just a game!
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Emancipated
Thoughts

Leon Cannon
Joliet, IL

My soul scatters like a
thousand butterflies in
search of one destination.
I throw out my line with
my bait being property
the weight of it sinks
to the depths of my inner
self looking and hoping
for a bite so that I may
better conceive the concept
of my existence.
Through my eyes will I
receive salvation,
will it recognize a soul
that struggles to stay
afloat
in this ocean which contains
darkened depths that seek
to
capture my demise?
Forgive me for being
vicious,
but I must become
defensive
while searching for
spiritual deliverance,
for if I don’t seek to define

Questions
Charles Hall
Pontiac, IL

Where am I going wrong?
Why have I been suffering
for so damn long?
I really want to understand,
so can somebody give me
a helping hand?
Why can’t I catch a break
Whenever I happen to
make a mistake?
Do people only
forgive & forgot
If you are rich & shit?
Why can’t my loved ones
forgive me
For indulging in lunacy?
In the streets that’s what
I was taught,
so is it really my fault?
What have I done
To give my mother a reason
to hate her son?
I’m saying to myself
what the f@#
doesn’t my mother suppose to

love me no matter what?
Please, can somebody
answer these questions,
Cuz’ I’m all ears.
Damn, I’m sick of
shedding tears.
Is it possible for a person
to remain sane
Even when their life is
filled with nothing but pain?
Can anybody tell
That I am going through
hell?
My girl said that she
found a n**** that’s better,
so should I write her a
thinking of you letter?
Why did God
Let some n****s kill
my homie Todd?
How do I deal with all of
these things at once,
And still make it through?
What do I need to do?
Please, can somebody
answer these questions,
Cuz’ I’m all ears.
Damn, I’m sick of
shedding tears.

Rosa sat so Martin could walk
Martin walked so Barak could run
Barak ran so children could fly

my existence
where do
I stand in
life,
cause it
breeds death
and
in order for
me to
spiritually
kill to
conquer
perfection.
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Do you see now that fathers
who cannot love their sons
have sons who cannot love?
It was not your fault
and it was not mine.  I needed
your love but I recovered without it.
Now I no longer need anything.

-  Richard Shelton

Cruel world that we
live in

by Richard M.
CCJTDC

This is a cruel world that we live in
a cruel world of gangbanging, shooting
killing, racism, fighting all this violence
going on it’s like the world is coming to an
end.
People get shot up, innocent people get
killed
this is a cruel world that we live in.
Crazy people, rapists, a cruel world that we
live in is hell
it’s a test just to see who gonna make it out.
We are all too smart to let the devil get
control of us;
we’re stupid for letting him do that.
I know I’m not going to let him control my
life, y’all shouldn’t either.
All he wanna do is bring us into his trap
where we can’t get out.
We should try and help each other, teach
each other the knowledge and wisdom so that
they will understand what the devil is trying
to do to us.
All we can do right now is hope and pray;
until then this is a cruel world that we live
in.

Do you really love
me?

by David J
CCJTDC, 5H

Do you really love me when you say you do?
Do you really mean it and when you say it is
it true?
Do not lie because you put scars of
rejection and distrust on my heart and in
my soul.
I sometimes wonder will our love ever
grow?
Love me no more and my world would cease
to exist.
Deny m now and my heart will desist.
Never leave me for I will become cold and
lonely with fear.
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Word of
encouragement

by Efrain S.
CCJTDC

Hello my brothers and sisters in all jail
systems.  I write this to you to say a word of
encouragement.  I want to let you know don’t
give up, even if you try, still don’t give up.

The truth is, all you doing is just letting the
enemy win your life to some wicked people or
wicked force.  I know life is hard, when
everybody is trying to live the fame of
getting respect in all other places wherever
you go.  I know everybody wants to be a
gangsta, gangsta, but tell me where has that
led us to? - death and death in jail.

Why lose your life to something that is not
going to be there for long?  But these words
are for my black, brown, yellow, and red skin
or culture brothers and sisters.  First, to my
black brothers and sisters who will always
represent “black power”, stay in unity.  To my
brown hispanic culture, you are well always
free, stay independent and know unity is the
key.  My yellow brothers and sisters who are
all well about economy, stay in unity.  And my
red skinned Indian brothers who travel coast
from coast, stay together, cause unity is the
way you have to help each other.

And all that being said, brothers and sisters,
unity is powerful.  When we come together,
unity is the way.  Brothers and sisters, it is
time to make choices, to make changes.  But
brothers wy do you continue to put yourself
down?  Why do you have no hope in life?  Why
is it that you can’t hold your head up?   You’re
a man, a strong man and if you were born a
man, then there’s a reason.  And sisters, stop
treating yourself like you ain’t worth a damn.
You’re more than a woman, you’re a queen,

you’re the mother of civilization.  Start
growing, respect yourself so that others will
respect you and  know that you’re not cheap.

My brothers and sisters it is time to move on
and stop living in the negativity; you are not
ignorant; I’m not ignorant, so please don’t call
me ignorant.  Just call me your brother.
Never quit and strive for success, cause
humbleness is the key.  But it’s time to be
awakened to the truth, cause the truth will
set you free.
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A Note from Fr. Kelly...

MAKING C HOICES
Kolbe House
2434 S. California
Chicago, IL 60608

T

Write us your ideas:
If you want write an article

for MAKING C HOICES

we’d love to hear from you.

We want to hear what you
have to say.  This is your

chance to say what you want.
Let’s talk about what it’s like
to be in the Audy Home, CCJ

or in the Illinois State
Correctional facilities.  Also,
if you go home, let us know.
We want to hear about what

is going on at home after
being released.

MAKING C HOICES
Kolbe House

2434 S. California
Chicago, IL 60608

Be sure to include your name
and section/institution—

if you don’t want your name
printed just say so.

       here’s a scripture
passage about Jesus
coming into the
synagogue (the temple)
and getting angry at
those who were using the
temple as a marketplace.
They were lending money,
selling things, etc.  The
scripture goes on to say
how he chased them out,
overturning tables, and
calling them to “stop
turning my Father’s house
into a  marketplace!”

What about the temples
of our souls?  I know
Jesus must be saying to
us with the same tone of
voice, “stop turning my
Father’s children into
things that you can just
get rid of or throw out!!”

There is a song by Bob
Marley goes, “Get up,
stand up, get up stand up

and fight”.  It is a call to
people to stand up and take
on the hard fight to live lives
as we are supposed to live -
as God calls us to live.  I am
not talking only about using
drugs and dropping out of
school.  I am also talking
about schools that are failing
our kids, communities that
look to kids as the problem
rather than the lack of what’s
needed to grow up in this
world.  I am talking about
Juvenile Detention Centers
that are full of our children.

Barak Obama is a powerful
symbol of hope - change is
coming!  But, as one of the
youth in the circle last night
said, we have to be willing to
stand up and be counted.  We
have to be willing to join in
the fight to make hope alive
in our world.
Peace,

Fr. Kelly


